ACT   IV

SCENE I

Enter BOABDELIN, ABENAMAR, and Guards.

)AB. Advise, or aid, but do not pity me:
No monarch born can fall to that degree.
Pity descends from kings to all below ;
But can, no more than fountains, upward

flow.

Witness, just heaven, my greatest grief has been,
I could not make your Almahide a queen.

Aben* I have too long the effects of fortune known,
Either to trust her smiles, or fear her frown.
Since in their first attempt you were not slain,
Your safety bodes you yet a second reign.
The people like a headlong torrent go,
And ev'ry dam they break, or overflow;
But, unopposed, they either lose their force,
Or wind, in volumes, to their former course.

Boab. In walls we meanly must our hopes enclose,
To wait our friends, and weary out our foes 1
While Almahide

To lawless rebels is exposed a prey,
And forced the lustful victor to obey.

Aden. One of my blood, in rules of virtue bred!
Think better of her, and believe she's dead.

Enter ALMANZOR.

Boab. We are betrayed, the enemy is
We have no farther room to hope or fear.

So